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and myself. I am so far better that I can preach, and I
am trying to get offertories here for the restoration of my
grand old Morwenstow Church. Only one has been
granted me thus far—last night at St. Matthias, Brompton,
where I won an evening offertory, 'with my sword and
with my bow,' twenty-two pounds eighteen shillings,
whereas the average for two years at evensong has been
under five pounds. But I find the great clergy shy to
render me the loan of their pulpits. Do you know any
one of them? Can you help me? And about St. Mor-
wenna. Cannot I see your proof sheets of my Saint's Life,
or can you in any way help me in the delivery of her
legend to London ears? At all events, do write. I seem
nearer to you here than at home. If you come up, do
find us out. I write in haste.
Yours faithfully,
R. S. HAWKER.
The previous October he had written to me from
his 'sick-room to which I have been confined with
eczema for full two months.' In November he wrote:
'Ten days in bed helpless.' I had been in corre-
spondence with him about St. Morwenna not being
identical with St. Modwenna; his answer was: * I have
twice received supernatural intimation of her identity,
by dream and suggestion.' Such an answer was
clearly not that of a man of well-balanced mind.
16   HARLEY   ROAD,   HAMPSTEAD,   March   IO,    1874.     My
dear Mrs. M	,— You may well be astonished at my
address; but our journey hither was a matter of life or
death to both of us, and so far I am the only gainer. Dr.
Goodfellow, after a rigid scrutiny, has pronounced me
free from any perilous organic disease, and is of opinion,
that with rest and a few simple remedies, 'there is work
in me yet.' . ..
Yours faithfully,
R, S. HAWKER
But the grand old man was breaking. There was
pain of body, and much mental anxiety about his
family. He could not sleep at night: his brain was
constantly excited by his pecuniary troubles, and the

